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the threefold education. 


-Get up early and not shrink from the 


cold 

2nd day.- 

bat Name the best man whose life 1 have read, and say why 
,K Filfwhy'l don’t like Ton, as Well as I used. Is it my 
^'^day-. find" ill roLsmy left arm is weakest : I will 
S ‘ r ' M wt'whoae legislation has most improved England, and 
“ tdonThke to be laughed at and called young ; will over- 

C °™h 'day— I °will learn to write with my left hand ; translate 

into French a page of my favourite book. ... ... 

I fought Tom yesterday, knowing he was right in calling me 

a “ sneak.” Will apologise to-day. 

Think what the world might become if every man, woman, 
and child in it were to do an action which raised himself or 
benefited his neighbour every day. Why! a kingdom of 
38 million inhabitants would be bettered by 13,870,000,000 gooc 
deeds, and as many wise thoughts and healthy actions. And 
this might be the case if from infancy we taught our children 
to daily exercise their hearts and consciences and expand then- 
moral faculties equally with their limbs and brains. Suiely in .1 
few generations some of the evils which come of a selfish and 
immoral use of talents, capital and power would be remedied, 
and the state of society be higher and purer. 
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By W. G. Collingwood. 


IX.— A CHIP AND A COAL. 


The One and the Many ; this is the old difficulty of religion, 
of philosophy, and of art. The One, Unity, as the symbol of 
something above and beyond the Many, and yet, to be right, 
embracing them, reconciling them, overspreading and vivifying 
them ; at first by mere co ordination of their jarring and 
discrepant individualities doing the business of creation, as we 
have seen ; and then, going on to perfect the primal intention 
of reducing to divine orderliness and law-abiding even the 
last survivals of chaos which have their stronghold in the soul 
of man ; reconciling the many under one spirit, bringing 
about that process so often named, so rarely understood 

at-One-ment. . . , . 

No surprise, then, if with all these associations “ the one anc 

the many ” should have come to be a sort of magic word ; if an 
enlightened vision of the idea which the phrase denotes s ou 
have been held to explain all difficulty and to ca c 
neophyte up straight into the seventh hea\en. J en . . 

they thought in old times ■ are not all our 
upon this problem-the one and the many ; our 
the sights we see, the details of natuie, not o sa> j eman( j 3 
inents of tradition, the necessities of circumstan , 
of patrons; are not all these things bewd 
and tormenting, and conflicting, an se 
secret of art,” said they, “will be ours when we 
reconcile the many in the one foim. e t hat the great 

And, as you know, they wen w jj at they desired. 

Artist of the world had once for a ac 1 ^ G f the one 

Ood in making Nature! “ZX* matter, of 


fl-iA manv. 
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individuals, of the whole and the detail ; just 


as 


expression, m one body, of one so h ;i OSO ph e rs of art traced 

Thinking on these lines, the eiaer pimw y . - 

the whole essence < 


c If anH esoecially the doctrine of the 
the whole essence of it, and especially ^ 

Beautiful, 
that the b< 

beauty cos** though not the only 


principles and inamuua«, a mixe d multitude into 

a sagacious g over " or d * Qr as a * sk ilful artist might join the 
civilisation undei ’ should represent one 

parts and members of his figure sp tnai 

ire 

Thinking on these lines, 

s applications of this principle. They said 
rr • c variety. Without 

beauty, without unity no beauty; and this is indeed 

one ol me laws by which beauty consists, t 
one : and if in this paper and the subsequent month s work we 
dwell upon it, according to our custom, exclusively we must 
remember when all is said and done that t/us law too is only 
one of many. 

It happens curiously that I need not look far for an example 
of the importance to beauty and to art of variety in unity. 
When I began these Fesole papers I hardly expected to continue 
them so soon within view of Fesole. But there, as I look up, 
are the white houses among the trees, deep grey-green this 
winter day, and clear at last above the morning mist ; there 
is the monastery rising on the hither summit of the hills, while 
all the valley is iridescent with shifting vapour, that coils among 
the ranks of leafless vines and sparse trees, brown-leaved like 
the background of an early painter. 

It is wonderful, the vitality of this country ; the thickly 
clustered houses, the crowded populations ; villas and villages 
all along the valley “ continuous as the stars that shine,” and on 
either hand cast up like foam on the slopes that mark the shore 
of this broad land-lake. 

And with all the chance and change of history throughout 
decay and renewal always the same place — the same Italy. 

Last night I walked round the Cathedral of Florence, and 
the shadows fell, as they did from Dante, on the strange, 
polygonal, cyclopean pavement ; the moon in a stormy sky 
blazing and flashing on the marbles of Giotto’s tower : and, do 
what the century will, triumphing over the bottled lightning- 
stuff with which moaern Florence illuminates her streets. But 
it is not only the moon that is the same ; in Italy everywhere 
you are in the old world. The thing that interests you so much 
is the unity of its history throughout unparalleled variety. 
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We have historic ground in England ; Roman remains under 
any busy street of London city, but not in evidence. At 
Hardknot or Silchester we have relics, but antediluvian as it 
were ; a gulf between them and us ; no continuity, no unity, to 
bind them to our own days and doings. Here you can hardly 
disentangle the stages ; from that column, first reared for an 
Etruscan temple, to the advertisement posted beside it 
yesterday ; from the antique form of the language to its latest 
adaptation of scientific or social slang ; from the features that 
look out of golden aureoles to their counterparts under silk hats 
and cotton kerchiefs ; you find here more than anywhere an 
all-embracing unity in which every phase of variety finds its 
place and is reconciled to it. 

As in the history so it is in the aspect of the place. Away 
from Italy one cannot conceive, one clean forgets, to what 
extent picturesqueness can go. At home we are content, and 
rightly content, with fewer elements of variety, and we can 
make our picture of a grey cottage or that green field whose 


sight “ makes us pardon the absence of a more sublime con- 
struction.” But here there is the more sublime construction ! A 
dozen Skiddaws, clouds on every head, drifting into an ampler 
sky and tossing like spray from every ravine : and halfway up 
the mountain-slopes multitudinous sparkling of white houses, 
among forests of chestnuts ; maize and olive and vine massed 
and mingled together on terraces of every slope and slant ; 
terraces tumbling like spellicans down the hill sides, hangin^ 
over edges, nestling under brows, curling round breasts , an a 
clashed through and through with deep chasmy g Y a 
torrents smothered under the richness of foliage . roc 
sward interchanged; rough walls with the remnants 
architecture; trim villas with rambling farms, ant an( j 

paths of every kind and size, wining an cun ,I hs> 
found again among the branches and the by-ways of 

1 And then as you go back to the C ' ty ’~“h 'Jcl'i'asyou'Tee 
walled cities scattered about the va e>s, , racelet thrown 

in old pictures, like a group of gems with a brac^ ^ ^ 

round them, standing aloof from t )e co ca |l towns 

to it, as are the Malebolge of smoke and slime ^ ^ ^ 

in these parts, -as you f« r .^'/has been better told than 
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of wcrd-pamuns fo^u^ of Venice (vol. ii., chap. 4) to 

approach to S . feature of Italian scenery, the 

(is this one ,dea. that the gma '» we cannQt 

thin? that excites one so mucn, me m b , c 

Se elsewhere, is the unlimited variety of material, form, 
co lot, suggestion, appeal, light and shade, texture origin 
story. And the wonder of it all is that nothing jars ; ,t does not 
seem like a dislocated world, or a ragbag , but it is a oun 
together by the life that pervades it. the vivacity of local 
character, the real “ Italian Unity," in the spirit that accepts 
all, the light that bathes all, the air that breathes through 
all, and leaves no room, when once you are in broad sym- 
pathy with the scene, for antiquarian regrets and retrospective 

criticism. ... 

There is unity in other places, but not variety ; unity in the 
monotony of an English town : but that is as different fiom the 
bustling harmony of Italian street life as a frog pond fiom the 
glittering repose of a sunlit sea. And so the variety of a new 
countrv. of iarrin? elements unblended, is not beautiful as Italy 


is, because it is not harmonised into unity. We are expressing 
one great principle of beauty when we say that the charm of 
Italy over other lands north and south of it, east and west of it, 
lies in its balance of variety with unity. 

But out of Italy we can apply our principle to anything we 
find beautiful ; and it is worth while studying a few' examples, 
any one of which would serve for the subject of our drawing this 
month. Take, for first instance, a mountain or a hill ; and ask 
yourself why you find it more beautiful than a pyramid, or an 
artificial mound or rockery. In the pyramid there is unity, if 
anywhere ; but what variety in the millions of its monotonous 
bricks. And in a rockery ; does it not gradually reveal itself to 
you, as you regard it thoughtfully, as a monster, misshapen and 
chaotic, fit only, if a little one, for earwigs ; and if ambitious in 
its building, like one I have seen in Derbyshire, for dragons and 
owls ? In the real hill, it is the sense of structural unity, the 
ordainment of its parts by natural forces and natural laws, the 
parallelism of its cleavage, the radiation of its sweeping curves of 
debris, or the soft harmony of its glaciation, that compel the 
infinitely various detail into beauty. 

So again in trees, of which we have talked enough in a former 
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paper ; so in flowers and leaves, and in the detail of vegetation. 
For the wonder of nature is that every part of her work is a 
whole in itself ; and her laws are “ as full, as perfect, in a hair as 
heart.” A mountain is her most beautiful work in what they 
used to call the mineral kingdom ; a tree, in the vegetable ; and 
these between them make up all possibilities of our landscape- 
painting, for we cannot bid the skies stand to be studied ; and 
the painting of living creatures is out of our course this year. 
But as mountains and trees are out of season, the best we can 
get will be a bit of each ; quite enough for nature’s teaching and 
our learning. 

A stone ; and a stick. A stone that exemplifies the normal 
structure of stones, and through them of mountains. Not the 
squared or carved stone of the builder ; nor even the broken 
stone in the roadway, or the pebble rounded on the shore ; for 
these only dimly bear the marks of their origin. These marks 
are, first, their deposition in successive layers, or strata ; next, 
their breaking up by joints — nobody quite knows how or why. 
And to see and study these a clean bit of coal is as good a 
specimen as any ; for though coal is not mineral in substance, it 
is mineral in form. The ease with which it may be split into 
thin leaves is due, they say, to the “bedding”; that is, to the 
fact that it is made up of many thin successive layers of frail 
rotted vegetable material. I have read in a magazine for young 
ladies that coal splits so easily because it was once wood ; and 
wood always splits like that, don’t you know? Whether this bit 
of scientific information was irony or ignorance it does not now 
matter ; it seemed serious ; but the interest of our lump of coal 
is in this,— that it is an epitome of a great rock, o a 0,0^1, .. 
In drawing it you will notice the two kinds o p » 
has already undergone and might still und 2 ' ddine at right 
foliation, and the jointing which 

angles and in various directions. This fractur£ 

,0 which is opposed 0 f coal is pretty, and when you 
of the surface. So far as P it . g not w j t hout prettiness, 

look at it carefully you wi . , ^ulk there run lines, 

it is because throughout its juggc curv ing corners, emerg- 

and planes, making I cons ^ whicb at first you thought 
ing here and theie again their appeal to the 

^0", rr. recalling the principles of creation, and 
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acknowledging the unity of the whole in the midst of its apparent 
accidentally and variety. 

And for illustration of the same in the vegetable world take 
_ niece of split— not sawn-firewood, and follow out its structure 
in t he same way. You will trace the grain of the wood, its 
springing curvature restrained by the bark-ring ; its radiation 
to the junction of branches, and its writhe— the struggling line 
of life so different from the crushed helplessness of the layers of 
the coal. And in this example the variety is to be sought in 
the continual change of direction in all these lines; curves 
indeed, but not curves that can be struck with a compass; 
restraint , but not rigidity, for every inch up the stem the section 
of the bark varies both in shape and in size ; and writhe , 
suggesting a spiral ascent, but how different from a Jacobean 
chair-leg. 

By and by, as you draw, you will see for yourself things 
that are indescribable in words in the way of beauties, and learn 
laws that cannot be formulated, secrets inconceivable to people 
who only read and talk about nature. You have noticed an 
artist’s delight over something that seemed to you of little 
significance ? You asked him to explain himself, and he could 
not ; and you thought him a fool ? Believe me, there is a whole 
new realm of sensation and enjoyment opened out by this 
power of careful and patient drawing; it is like a new sense — 
untranslatable into any terms but its own. And it can be 
gained, more or less. Among the blind the one-eyed is king ; 
though he cannot explain to them what he sees. It is worth 
while taking the trouble, then ; such a little trouble — a few days’ 
work with a chip and a coal ! “ If the prophet had asked thee 

to do some great thing, wouldst thou not have done it ? ” 


“FORBID THEM NOT.” 


BUKOVAC’S TICTURE. 

By Mrs. C o l l e s. 

A run up to town for a brief holiday of sight-seeing has its. 
own exceeding refreshment for a dweller in a quiet country 
town • and if, in addition to this, the holiday-taker be the 
busy mistress of a household and mother of a large family, I 
think the refreshment becomes also a first-rate tonic, bringing a 
new influx of strength and vitality. So, at least, I found it 
when leaving my large brood of chickens, I took a short flight 
last May and found myself in “ The Palace of Art ” -the new 
wonder-land of pictures. But, as I remained still a mother 
in that new world, I found a special attraction in one picture on 
view in Piccadilly— Bukovac's striking representation of Christ 
blessin- the little children, entitled “ Forbid them not.’ 

The little faces at home became vividly present to my 
inward eye as I found myself seated in the quiet curtained 
room looking at this beautiful and original concep ion, and the 
sermon it straightway preached to my maternal c0 " scienc 
seemed more practical and to the point than are a good m > 

heard from the pulpit. the . 

The Picture may measunt are 

nearest figures in it being i e S' c . t s stall( j s a t the foot of 
depicted outside an Eastern OIK'- 01ld Him a woody 

a short flight of steps, while above i d bj nd only the 

bank throws a gentle shadow o “ 0 f the evening 

topmost trees on it being lit up by the slant .ay 

sun. . i hein 0- composed of three 

The picture may be yievyed Lo * d) w ith the little ones 

groups of persons. First, t ia eived by Him. Secondly, 

and their mothers who are ahead) chnd ; en who are being 
the approaching crowd of women < 


